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	Uptown Girl

**WARNING: THERE WILL BE SEX IN LATER CHAPTERS.  
>I will put a warning at the beginning of the chapter the scenes will be in.<strong>

**A/N: Modern Name changes for some of the characters! Also, Jack Frost and Rapunzel? _Yes_.  
>Jack Frost will be featured as Hiccup's equally as punk best friend. <strong>

**This is an incredibly long and eventful first chapter..**

**Does the thought of Punk!Hiccup turn anyone else on? No? Too weird? Oh well. **

**PUNK!HICCUP WILL BE IN THIS. THE WHOLE TIME. _PUNK_. **

**Uptown Girl**

**{Astrid is the school's star track and soccer player. Holden is the punk, automatically labeled "bad guy". She comes from a rich family, and he doesn't. He wants Astrid, but she proves to be hard to get.}**

_**Chapter One  
>Uptown Girl<strong>_

"I don't date, Haddock, and you know that."

Holden scoffed, rolling his eyes. Astrid had slammed her locker shut, turning and walking away from him. Astrid Hofferson was everything everyone wanted. She was popular, beautiful, _the entire package. _And he wanted her more than he's wanted anyone else.

"You're a senior in high school. Why don't you want to date?"

She stopped walking, turning to face him. He leaned against the lockers, raising an eyebrow at her with a smile and waiting for her answer "I went on a date a few weeks ago -"

"It wasn't a date."

"And it didn't end on my turns."

"You fucked him."

"_Holden_!" Astrid reached forward, aiming to punch him in the shoulder as hard as she could. He got her wrist and she frowned "_How _did you know that?"

He dropped her wrist, pushing himself off the locker and standing in font of her. He shrugged, looking over his shoulder at the person they were talking about. Jackson Overland. Manage to get Astrid Hofferson to actually _go out _and she hated every second of it. She slept with him, thinking _maybe _it could go somewhere.. Until she found out he has a girlfriend.

_Has. _As in, they're still together and she knows full well that Jack cheated.

He wasn't calling it a date though.

"Best friends, Astrid. You're meaning to tell me that you didn't tell Rachael that it happened?"

Astrid scoffed, backing towards her class, which unfortunately for her, she has with Holden. He followed her, watching with an amused smile. Messing with Astrid was always fun. He's been doing it for as long as he can remember and it _always _pisses her off. He's not sure what he likes so much about a pissed Astrid, but.. He loves it.

You could say he _likes _Astrid. Not that he'll _ever _admit it.

"Rachael may be my closest friend, but she has a big mouth. She would tell the entire school. I don't _want _people to know that I _had sex _with him of all people."

Hiccup's smile fell "What's so wrong with Jack?"

Astrid shook her head, ignoring what he asked and walked into the classroom. Hiccup followed, sitting in the seat right behind. He heard her groan, spinning around in her chair to face him "I don't like him."

"Why'd you fu-"

She glared "Don't you dare finish that sentence." he shrugged as Astrid took a deep breath, trying to calm herself "I don't have to justify my actions to you."

"Just _one _date, Hofferson. That's all I'm asking from you."

She shook her head, giving him a smile "No. No, because you and Jack are almost the same person. You two are just..." she waved her hand around with a frown.

"You just gestured to all of me."

She nodded in finalization, reaching to her bag to pull out her notebook and pencil "Yes. Stop being _that _and I'll consider it."

Hiccup shook his head "You'll consider it no matter what."

Astrid frowned, watching him get up and walk over to his actual seat on the opposite side of the room. Jack walked in, looking towards her and giving her smile. She scowled, shooting him a glare. How did she get mixed up with them? She blames Holden. The guy was pushy.

They had been friends once. Way before he turned into what he is now. _Before _he got the tattoos and that stupid lip ring that she just wants to rip out. She tapped her pencil on her desk anxiously, taking a glance over at Holden. A part of her _likes _the lip ring.

_No. _She shook her head, looking away from him and back down at her papers. It's no secret that Holden Haddock is attractive. He's labeled as a punk, but Astrid thinks otherwise. He's got the looks, but he's _smart. _He doesn't get himself in a shit load of trouble like all the _actual _punks – like Jack. Sure, they're best friends, but she thinks Jack is the one who changed Holden.

He use to be so nerdy and nice. Never pushy. She likes the confidence he has, but she misses that little self conscious nerdy _hiccup _she had been friends with.

Astrid threw her head back, staring up at the ceiling before glancing at Holden again. He shot her a smile, motioning to his phone. She took it as a sign that he had texted her, but does she really want to check it? She thought over it for a few seconds before sighing and reaching to her bag to bring her phone out.

"_You consider it yet?"_

Astrid had to think about it. Why had she ever given Holden her number? _What _had possessed her enough to think that giving her number to him was a good idea? She frowned, setting her phone on her desk and staring down at the message. What makes him think she considered it in five minutes?

"_In your dreams, Haddock."_

She could practically hear the smirk come to his lips. He's so… Infuriating. He has this nice smile and he has a gap in his teeth and she hates it. She hates his pretty green eyes, and his stupid floppy adorable hair.

"_I'll be dreaming of you often then, Milady." _

That was it. Astrid locked her phone and shoved it back into her bag. She wasn't going to actually _consider _going on a date with him. She's definitely not going to ring in her senior year by dating Holden Haddock. That's beyond her. That's something she has never considered before.

A book slammed down on the desk next to her and she jumped. Astrid whipped her head around to see her best friend, Rachael Thorston, sliding into her seat seconds before the bell rang. She shot her friend a smile "Sorry. I was busy with Scott. He's having a party this weekend, you coming? Eret will be happy if you're there."

Astrid nodded, tapping her pencil against the desk again. She looked back at her friend, her eyes almost drifting over to Holden "Yeah. I'll be there. That's something I definitely need."

**00000**

Astrid had been so ready for Scott's party. She dressed her best, wore shoes that absolutely killed her feet, and her makeup was _on point. _She felt confident about tonight.. That was until she saw Holden, Jack, and Jack's prettier than Astrid expected girlfriend walk through the door. And someone was clinging to Holden's arm..? Something about the sight made her stomach drop.

Why was he so busy chasing after her if he could have that way prettier girl?

She scowled in the general direction, bringing her cup up to her lips. If she were being honest, she hadn't been planning on drinking. But.. the drinks were practically calling out to her. Who is she to pass up free drinks? It's not like she drove her. Rachael and her declared that Frankie – one of their mutual friends who never drinks – be the designated driver.

She could drink as much as she wanted.

Her eyes never left Holden. She doesn't know why she was so invested in keeping an eye on him and this _stranger_. This girl can't possibly go to their school? She's never seen the girl before. The black hair in a braid.. the green eyes. She'd remember that face. That girl would have game at Berk High. Holden would definitely be chasing after that girl instead of her.

"Are you Astrid?"

Astrid about jumped out of her skin. Her drink fell to the ground, getting all over her feet. She frowned, more upset that her drink was spilled than the girl who scared her. Speaking of… She glared over her shoulder at the girl "Yeah? Who are you?"

"Rapunzel."

_Shit. Shit. Shit. Shitshitshitshitshit. _That's all that seemed to run through Astrid's head. Rapunzel.. Rapunzel as in _Jack's _girlfriend, Rapunzel. Great. Just fucking great. Her night was going good and now she gets to deal with the girlfriend.

"Hi!" Perky. Okay. "I've heard a lot about you from Jack and Holden."

Astrid raised and eyebrow, looking from her outstretched hand to her smiling face. Why is this girl being so nice to her? She slept with Jack weeks ago, shouldn't she be mad? Shouldn't she be wanting to punch Astrid's teeth out or something?

"I can only hope nothing you've heard has been bad. Because, really, I'm a good person."

Rapunzel nodded enthusiastically. She's so perky. So happy. So.. Opposite of Jack. How does he deal with this every day? Maybe Rapunzel knows the girl that's with Holden. Astrid could use this to her advantage "Yes. Very good things!"

"So, you came with Holden and Jack.. Who is the girl with Holden?"

Rapunzel tilted her head, smile falling a bit. Astrid frowned, turning on her heel to walk to the kitchen to get something to drink. Is she an idiot? What could have possibly been going through her head to ask that? She doesn't care. She doesn't like Holden at all.

"Her name is Heather." Rapunzel watched Astrid as she got a new cup and poured some more drink in it "They're just friends.. I think. But Holden is pretty in to _you. _I've heard a lot."

"Good to know."

It's really no secret that Holden has been in love with Astrid for years. She's never returned the feelings though, but that's never stopped him. Why is Rapunzel telling her this? It's like Rapunzel acts like she doesn't know this already. Rapunzel was standing there still, watching Astrid with hopeful eyes. She bit her lip while Astrid knocked back another drink "I think we should be friends."

Astrid almost choked. Does Rapunzel not know that she slept with Jack..? should she tell her?

"Yeah, uhm.. That's not a good idea, Rapunzel."

Rapunzel's face fell "Why not? I think we could get along."

Astrid took a shot of another drink, smacking her lips and shrugging "I don't want Holden. We could be friends, I guess, but I do _not _want Holden. I never will. So if that's why you want to be friends, thanks, but no thanks."

Rapunzel shook her head, her eyebrows furrowing as Astrid made _another _drink "That's not why! Holden and Jack just talk a lot about you and I got curious. You sound like someone I would want to be friends with."

Astrid's head was spinning. Gods, this girl has no idea that Jack cheated, does she? Astrid shouldn't feel as bad as she does, but she can't help it. Rapunzel is trying so hard to be her friend because of things she's heard from Holden and Jack. What if she's only trying to be her friend because Jack talks about her? Rapunzel is gorgeous. She shouldn't feel jealous of Astrid at all.. Jack chose her, right?

"You're gorgeous."

Astrid blurted it out without meaning to. Her eyes widened, and she quickly brought her cup up to her lips and started drinking. She squeezed her eyes shut, ignoring the burn at the back of her throat. She doesn't want Rapunzel to think she's hitting on her.

Rapunzel laughed, her smile reaching her eyes like it did when she first introduced herself "Thank you! You're gorgeous, too. I can see why Holden is chasing after you."

Astrid sighed into her now empty cup. She should stop drinking she needs to.. but she can't. Rapunzel is so cheerful and perky and happy and Astrid… Isn't. Why does Holden want her?

"It was nice meeting you, Rapunzel." Astrid frowned at how hard it was to get Rapunzel's name out. She knows she had too much to drink, but she wants to drink away her feelings "But I have to go… Go find my friend."

Astrid quickly walked off, hoping to find Rachael. She heard Rapunzel's face yell something to her but she isn't sure what. The cup in her hand was calling out to her again. To finish drinking.. And she listened.

It was an hour or two later when Astrid stumbled into the basement and smiled at the sight of Holden. She walked on unsteady legs over to him, slipping her arm through his "Holden!"

He almost jumped back in surprise, not expecting to see Astrid there. He smiled "Astrid. You having fun?"

She leaned away from him, one hand gripping his arm while she leaned far enough back to set her now empty cup on a table "_So _much fun." she frowned, reaching a hand up to run her fingers through his hair "I think.. I think we should go somewhere and _talk._"

Holden's smile fell. He gently pushed Astrid away, tugging her hand away from his hair "Not now, Astrid."

"Don't pretend like you don't want me. I _know _you do."

"I'm not denying that. But you're wasted." he gently rested a hand on her lower back, pushing her towards the stairs "And I would rather get you when you're sober."

Astrid pouted, trying and failing to shake his hand off her "I don't want you when I'm sober."

He gave her a small smile "Drunk words are sober thoughts."

Astrid scoffed. All she had wanted to do was sleep with Holden. That's what he wanted, right? She was ready, and he was _denying _her? Why? Was he just lying about wanting her? This is dumb. What makes him think that she'll want him when she's _sober_?

"Don't use those _brains _on me." he led her to the front door, closing it as the walked out "Where are you taking me?"

"To sleep off the alcohol."

"Oh."

The night wasn't going how Astrid had wanted. She hadn't planned on drinking. She hadn't planned on running to Holden to _mess around_. She wasn't planning on becoming friends with Rapunzel. Does Rachael know that she's with Holden? Now that Astrid thinks of it, she's not sure when the last time she saw Rachael was. Was Rachael okay? Why was she getting into a car with Holden?

Her train of thought was out the door.

She's not sure how long they were driving, but they definitely weren't at her house.

Holden got out of the car, walking to Astrid's side and opening the door. He grabbed her hand, helping her balance as she climber out. She looked around. She had been to his house once back in elementary school. It hadn't changed much.. Still as big as she remembers. He was parked in the garage, and next to the jeep he had been driving was one of the nicest cars she's ever seen.

Her eyes widened and she walked towards it "Is this yours?" he nodded, reaching forward and tugging her back towards him, heading towards the door that leads inside "It's so beautiful. Why don't you drive it?"

"It doesn't work yet. I'm still working on it."

Astrid hummed, eying him out of the corner of her eyes "Mechanic Holden. I like that. All the.. The grease. The oil. _Good _image."

"Okay, yeah. You had _way _too much to drink."

The sounds of claws scratching against the tile floor caught Astrid's attention. She tilted her head "What is that?"

"Toothless."

"_Toothless._"

She whispered the name in awe. Who would name their dog Toothless? What kind of dog doesn't have teeth? What kind of person gives that silly of a name to a dog? Holden is silly.

He led her up the stairs towards his room. She bit her lip. His room. _Yes. _She could go through with this. What's wrong with sleeping with Holden? Nothing. She wants to sleep with him. She does. Drunk her. Sober her would think this is a dumb decision. If she sleeps with him now and gets it out of the way he'll leave her alone, right?

Astrid hadn't even noticed she was standing near the bed now. Holden was arranging the pillows, taking a few off and throwing them towards the couch he has on the other side of his room. Is that where she's sleeping? He took a blanket, tossing it towards the couch. What kind of guy makes the girl sleep on the couch?

"You can sleep on the bed." _oh. _He's a good guy. Of course he is "I'll be on the couch in case you need anything."

"You're really nice." He smiled, gently pushing against her shoulder until she was laying down. He turned to walk away but she propped herself up on an elbow "Can I borrow a shirt?"

"Yes. Yeah. A shirt."

He tug through his dresser, finding a shirt for her and handing it over. She smiled, taking it gratefully "Thanks, Hiccup."

Hiccup. _Hiccup. _He hasn't been called Hiccup since sixth grade. He almost completely forgot people use to call him that. He smiled, looking back at Astrid to answer but she had passed out. He closed his mouth, letting out a sigh. Astrid is something else. She's mean and beautiful and he loves it. He wishes she were like this when she was sober, but he likes the fun in chasing after her. One day things could work out for them. He has hope for that.

He pulled the blankets over her, taking the shirt from her grip and setting it on the bedside table "Goodnight, Astrid."


End file.
